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The  purpose  of  fhe  Piper  is  f 


°  encour<^  *"d  expose  rrudcnf  arr. 


the  As  cens  i  on 


On    these   mountains,    blue, 

antfaued    with    careful    pine    process, 

the    dogs    nose-hunt    rabbit 

and    snakes     lie    close    to    fallen    branches. 

(History    here    whispers    only    few    men's     names.) 


Deep    in    the    val ley    men    came 

and    built    homes     and    seeded    families 

and    n  amed    towns • 
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inter  saw  that  once  each  year 
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e,  like  all  the  I  and 


were  thinned  into  India- inked  outlines. 
The  snow  is  a  shoe  that  froze  our  pace. 
Ou  r  town  was  s  I ow. 
One  produce  and  hardware. 

One  drugstore.  One  church. 
Only  one  doctor. 
No  picture  show. 
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It  Is  pas  s  ed  a  I ong 

At  the  edge  of  the  afternoon, 

when  men  chew  on  long  grasses 

and  their  sweat  hangs  heavy  and  stinks, 

that  Wilson  Ashe  was  such  a  hell  of  a  drinker, 

he  survived  a  rattler's  bite, 

and  lived  to  descend  the  mountain  three  days  later 

and  boast  for  three  days  more. 

MOi  '  Wilson  Ashe  was  airy  a  I i quer- I aooer , 

)e  poisonen  rha  +  rattler  with  the  breath  of  his 
s  mofc.  z     ma  rye.  " 


Inside  these  mountains 

drz    secured  the  scriptures  that  we  grew  to  I  i ve  by 

And  in  the  late  afternoon, 

when  the  rains  c  ame 

and  the  voice  of  men  was  drowned, 

we  cou Id  hear 

the    bas.sy    thunder    of     the    survivors, 

the    timber    of     their    passions. 
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Wilson  Ashe  ran  a  hardware  stor 

ran  for  mayor , 

(he  lost  in  the  primary,) 

and  ran  off  into  the  mountains 
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as  s  t  i  I  I  bor  ned 


Seems  to  be  the  talk  of  the  town 
and  some  twenty  years  have  passed 
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and  prayed  to  the  flames  that  thev  mig 
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Damn,  One  hell  of  a  drinker 
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